PAUL   SIMON

him out, so to speak. As a soldier, he knew the enemy.
Then, on the instant, he became, became anew, a soldier.
And what a soldier! At forty, as at twenty, he led the
"Free Corps'' he had formed. Soon, every moment of a
prodigious existence was dedicated to one of those
"dangerous missions'' for which, in other days, he had
always voluntereed. A "dangerous mission" with neither
beginning nor end. What "dangerous mission"? Listen
to him: he is going to tell you himself the story of his
squad which, alone and unarmed in the midst of German
bayonets, tanks, machine-guns and artillery, quietly
declared war, and waged war, on the invader.

With full, round head and pipe in mouth; often sad,
but never to the degree of forgetting mirth; anxious, but
never to the degree of losing confidence; you were born,
my dear Paul, to lead an untroubled life under a cloudless
sky. The Boche decided otherwise. So much the worse
for you, but even more so for him! When we met my
first concern, you will remember, was to get you to talk
some of that Paris slang which you know well enough to
teach at the Sorbonne, and is worth it. I laughed extra
loudly because I was so deeply touched. Then, suddenly,
I said to myself: "If a little luck and plenty of self-
possession had not helped him to escape at the last
moment, he would certainly have been shot, perhaps at
dawn this very day, without any weakness, fear, or regret,
crying, without mock-heroics, "Long live France!"

How simple for an average Frenchman to be so like
a hero!
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